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Are you, then, also of the guides that you can tell us where
the water is, which you have never seen since God created
you ? But you are right, Zayid ; you speak sooth indeed, for
the water is indeed there where you say—ay, the waters of
Hassi and Qariya on the road to Kajran, But if it is Sulaiyil
you seek and the wells of Latwa, that is a different matter,
for they lie in that direction—and I pointed somewhat
northward of west—it is there that I am going, and not your
way; but as for yourself, the ordering is yours. Yet look you,
Zayid, we have crossed the Empty Quarter, and it is thanks
to you, as I know, for it was yours to mar my prospects—as
you did twice—or to make them as you have done now.
Why do you, therefore, seek to quarrel now when there is
nought to gain from it ? From Sulaiyil you can go home if
you like not my company, or you can go with me to Mecca
if you please. But from now onwards I need you no more,
so let there be peace between us. We have wrangled enough,
and I want no more of it. At any rate I go with Salim thither,
and if you would see Sulaiyil, you had better come with us—
but hold your peace !
He fell back to the rear, disgruntled and beaten, while
Salim rejoiced like a child that I had spoken up for him. So
we marched on over the wilderness, utterly bare and desolate,
with nothing to bring us the assurance we sought of the
landmarks that appeared not. He was underestimating the
distance and that was all, but he was visibly becoming more
and more uncomfortable. At length he stopped, shading his
eyes to peer feebly into the uncompromising void. Look
you, he said, I am lost. It is long, very long, since I was in
these parts and I know them no longer. Fear not, I replied,
but, if you will, let us turn more to the north-west. It is
safer to go north into Tuwaiq than south into the limitless,
waterless desert. So we turned north-west for half an hour,
when at last there appeared afar off on our left a low ridge
ending with a knoll surmounted by a cairn, while a broad
band of Harmal and acacias to our right traced the course
of a channel descending from the lower slopes of Tuwaiq* I
cannot see well, said Salim, but if that yonder is a cairn it is
surely Rijm al Ma—the cairn of the watering. Suwid, he

